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Introduction 


Author's Notes: 
This isn't real, it's just a reflection of my fucked up mind. 


Let me introduce myself. | am just another groupie, the same old story. Got kicked out of home, doing drugs, 
sleeping with band members. You know how it goes. My name is Evangeline, but | go by Eva or just Eve for 
short. The year is 1965 and a new band has started playing. The Doors. I'd fawn over Jim Morrison, but l'm not 
really into that sort of thing. | don't believe in "love" and all that crap. But | do believe in senseless pleasure.. 
Meaningless sex. Yes, l'm a slut. No, | don't give a fuck. At least, that's how | used to be. Until. Well. Jim 
happened. Until he decided it would be a good idea to take one groupie up to his room and sing her a song. That 
groupie being me, good ol Eve. He took me down to Love Street and made me Break on through to the other 
side.. To his side. This is mine and Jim's story, about how we found each other.. How we found ourselves. 


Together, yet so far apart. Far away, but always together. 


Hello, | Love You. 


"Hey, yo, Evangeline, The Doors are playing tonight. I'm sure you'll be there. Get me in, will ya? And Lucy too." | 
was so sick of my "boyfriend" always going out with other girls. But whatever. He was more my pimp than my 
boyfriend anyway. Poor girl, Lucy. Getting trapped in his charm. "I'll try to, Adam. You know how band security 
is. And don't call me Evangeline. It's Eve." of course, Adam and Eve. You'd think we were just perfect for each 
other. Hah. Right. Its like the sun setting on ice, him and me. Ice always getting hurt, but going with it anyway. 
"Oh shut up, you little skank. Like you care about having a name. You got kicked out of your house for being a 
slut, and I'll kick you out of my house if you use that attitude against me" Oh, and | almost forgot to mention, 
l'm putting up with this shit because his place is the only place | have to stay. | sighed and said, "Alright, 
Adam. I'll see what | can do," walking out the door. | had to go to my fellow groupie, Amy's, house. She too lived 
with an abusive boyfriend who was her only hope for shelter. Ah, the life of a groupie, am | right? Just 
perfect. | arrived at her house and we began getting ready for the night's show. | wasn't one for too much 
makeup, so | applied a thin amount of lipgloss and left it at that. Now, since I'm a groupie, classy isn't a word 
you'd use to describe my outfit. | wore high heels, and a little black dress, that showed just the right amount 
of skin. Amy put on a lot of makeup to hide her black eye and a couple of bruises that her boyfriend, Steve, 
had given her with oh so much love. We left her place and arrived at the show at 1 pm. Perfect timing. The 
band would start playing at 1:30. We had time to prepare ourselves. When the band was set up and ready to 
play, it was already Bpm. Fashionably late, | suppose. They played a bunch of amazing songs, and Jim Morrison 
looked high as a kite. He had the voice and lyrics of a poet. By the time they were done, it was already IO pm. 
We got lined up in a row. The band members all selected their groupies, Jim being the last. When Jim selected, 
he made a huge procession out of it. The Lizard King choosing his mate for the night. It was me. Plain old Eva. 
"hello, pretty lady, care to join me tonight?" he asked me, with a slight wink "Of-of course.” | replied He took 
my hand and led me near his hotel, all the groupies behind us feeling infuriated and green with Envy. This was 
it. The moment that would change my life forever. 


Light My Fire 


He held me close as he led me up the stairs, to his room. He unlocked the door, fumbling with the keys. He was 
super high, evidently. maybe that's why he chose me. He led me through the door, and sat down on the bed. | 
followed and stood in front of him. Just stood. "so. Uh. How do you wanna go about this then?" | asked. He just 
nodded no. "not yet, mama. Not yet," he replied. "Come sit by me," was that an order? Or a request? It was 
hard to tell with Jim. As confusing as a poem, that man. | sat next to him in the bed. He looked at me, head to 
toe, and smiled. Subtle, but enough to leave an impact. "What's your name?" he asked. “Evangeline, but please 
call me Eve or Eva," | requested. "Pretty name for a pretty lady, | suppose. And how old are you, Evie?" "lm 
20. And why did you call me Evie?" "We'll, I'm 22 Ard | called you Evie because | want to have a special name 
for you. One only | call you, my pet. A special name for a special girl” The Lizard King's pet? | was getting 
annoyed by how nice and gentle he was being with me. He shouldn't make this out to be something it's not. 
"Look, Jim. Let's just get on with this. I'm a groupie, not a special girl” "Whatever you say, Evie" He leaned in 
toward me and put his lips to mine, moving them very slowly, with a lot of passion. | kissed him back, but 
without the same amount of passion. | couldn't match his wonderful kiss. He put his hand behind my head, and 
pulled me closer. | pulled away for just a second. | asked him to "Just give me a second” and pulled out a joint: 
"No, Evie. Try this instead," he handed me a blot of LSD. | put it on my tongue and he grinned. "So, | take it 
you've done this before?" "A few too many times, perhaps" "One can never have too much LSD," he winked. We 
started where we left off, with his hand behind my head, slowly snaking down my neck. | placed my hand on his 
chest as he gently slid his tongue on my lower lip, asking for entrance. | let him in. His tongue touched mine, 
and he started exploring my mouth, gracefully, like this wasn't ‘just making out for him. It wasn't for me 
either. | felt something there, so | decided to just speed up the process so | wouldn't end up getting attached 
to him. | took his hand in mine and cupped it on my chest. He moved it around a bit, and put his other hand on 
my knee. His hand sneakily made it's way up to my thigh and then he pulled away. He gently laid me down on 
the bed, and unzipped the back of my dress, sliding it off my vulnerable body. He got on top of me, and | 
moved my hand toward his zipper. He nodded ‘no' and smiled devilishly. He got lower, and began kissing my 
thigh, and went further up. He sucked on my inner thigh, and left me a beautiful hickey to remember him by. 
He then rubbed his hand on my already wet in-between-the-legs area. | let out a slight moan He looked up at 
me, laughter in his eyes. He slipped my underwear off and kissed me on my lips (not the ones on my face), and 
slowly slid his tongue into my opening. | felt it. And it felt good. | was lying down there, in that hotel room, 
wearing just my polka-dotted bra, and the Lizard King was going down on me. And he was doing great. | couldn't 
help but moan a lot more. He slipped his fingers in, and got his face up to mine, kissing me with passion His 
fingers went deeper and the speed increased. | felt ecstatic as he licked my lips and his fingers went harder 
into me. This was it. | was about to come. | gripped the sheets and let out a gigantic moan, "OH JIM!" | 
screamed. He pulled away and looked at me with deep satisfaction. He licked and bit his lower lip as | came all 
over his fingers. He pulled his fingers out and came and sat beside me. "S-so. What do you want me to do f- 
for y-you?" | asked, still panting. He simply smiled and said, "Just tell me you enjoyed that and leave it at that," 
while laying down next to me, his head resting on his palm. He looked into my eyes and noted their colour, 
"What beautiful blue eyes you have. You really are a creature of beauty, Evie," he said and smiled, pulling up 
the covers on us. He slipped off his leather pants and his shirt. He was now in his boxers and |, in my bra. He 
pulled me towards him and whisper-sang into my ear, "You know that it would be untrue. You know that | 


would be a liar.. If | was to say to you.. Girl we couldn't get much higher" he smiled, and kissed me on the 


forehead. "C'mon baby, light my fire," he said, and put his head on my chest. He was now asleep, and | was just 
lying there. Thinking. What had just happened? Has the Lizard King taken a liking to Eve? 


You Make Me Real 


| woke up the next day and felt a strong arm around my waist. | looked to my side and | saw Jim's head, his 
hair all messed up, but so so attractive. | put my hand on his head and began to pet him. He looked up and me 
and groaned with sleepiness. He took his hand out from under the covers and pushed my brown hair behind my 
ear and smiled. "Good morning, Evie," he said, with a dusky and hungover voice. | simply smiled in reply. | wasn't 
used to waking up with the guy still by my side, not even with my ‘boyfriend’. He pulled me closer and lay his 
head on my stomach, "Do you mind if | sleep in for a bit?" he asked me. "Sure, go ahead. But | have to leave" 
"No, stay here. With me. Close your eyes and stay here.. You Make Me Real, Evie" | didn't want this. Oh, who 
was | kidding. This was Jim fucking Morrison. Of course | wanted this. But | didn't see him as Jim the Rockstar. 
| saw him as Jim, the human being. Jim, the poet. Jim, the man | might fall in love with. Love?! LOVE?! What is 
going on here! We were high and he went down on me. He's probably still high. This doesn't mean ANYTHING to 
EITHER of us! "A-alright," | said, deafened by my own thoughts. He came up to my face, kissed me really quick 
and put his head on my neck, taking in my scent. | took in his scent too. A mix of Jack Daniels and Cigarette 


smoke. It was beautiful. | fell asleep on him, and he on me. 


My Eyes Have Seen You 


The next day, there was another show. After which, Jim chose me again. He led me up to his room, and 
whispered soft nothings into my ear. He pushed the door open, with so much force, I'm surprised it hadn't 
broken. He pulled me toward the bed eagerly, and crashed on top of it, me falling on him. He put his hands on 
my back and started kissing my neck. He undid my bra and unzipped my skirt, and | pulled his shirt off him. 
"Well, someone's eager tonight!" | exclaimed. "Shut up!" he screamed. | was scared. | looked into his eyes and 
didn't see Jim. | saw a lustful beast taking on his prey for the night. He pulled the remaining of my clothes off, 
and his pants too. He then flipped positions so that he was on top. He mounted me, and without any warning he 
thrusted into me. | screamed so loud, | put his band's amplifiers to shame. He did me and he did me hard. And 
relentlessly. | moaned. After we were done, he pulled out of me and came on my stomach and let out a grunt 
of relief. "Ah, fuck, I've been waiting to do this ALL DAY, mamal!" | looked at him in confusion He got that | 
didn't understand and explained, "Oh, Evie. Ever since last night | haven't been able to get you out of my mind! 
The way you moaned when | pleased you. Oh FUCK. | missed youl" "Jim.. What? We were apart for just a day! 
You're being ridiculous!" "My Eyes Have Seen You, Evie." he smirked and lay down next to me. He then cuddled 
me and told me about how much he missed me and how he couldn't get me out of his mind. | just listened, 


trying to take it all in at once. He pet me and | fell asleep to the sound of him reciting a poem of his; 


" "Have you ever seen God?" -a mandala. A symmetrical angel. Felt? Yes. Fucking. The Sun. Heard? Music. Voices. 


Touched? An animal. Your hand. Tasted? Rare meat, corn, water, € wine. " 


Things go wrong on Love Street 


Author's Notes: 


| woke up the next day, slipped out of bed and put on my clothes from last night. Jim groaned and looked at 
me. "What time is it, babe?" he asked, "It's IO am," | replied. "And why the fuck are you up so early? Come 
sleep next to me," he almost begged. "No, Jim. | have to go. | can't do this. | need to see Adam. | haven't been 
home in two days. He's probably furious!" | shuddered at the thought of an angry Adam. "who the fuck is 
Adam?" he shot out of bed "M-my. My boyfriend, Jim. | really have to go, alright! I'm sorry!" He rubbed his 
head, "Your boyfriend, huh? Well. Will | see you tonight? Back here? Please?" he asked. | sighed and said, "Of 
course you will, Jim. | cant say no to you," and it was true. | couldn't say no to Jim. | just couldn't. He smiled 
at me and winked, "Give me a call if this Adam guy does anything, alright?" he wrote down his number and 
handed me the paper. "And please. Come back tonight, Evie. Please," his eyes were glowing. | nodded while putting 
on my shoes, and left him alone in his hotel room, lying on a bed that was empty on his side, where | should 
have been. | got a ride from Amy, who had slept with Ray Manzarek the night before. She looked at me, and 
gave me a smile that said she knew something was up. "What?" | asked her, blushing. "So, Jim, eh?" she winked. 
"And what is that supposed to mean?" "Ray told me about Jim not being able to shut up about you" "Oh.. And 
uhm. Ray? Since when did you ever call a person you slept with by their name?" "Shut up!" she exclaimed. She 
pulled up in front of my (or rather, Adam's) small one bedroom apartment area and said, "Good luck, Eve." | 
smiled and walked up the stairs and to the door. | opened it and walked into the bedroom, where | saw Adam 
and some red headed girl getting it on. Adam heard the door click, and his head turned to it immediately. He 
looked at me, enraged. "Where the fuck have you been, Evangeline?!" He got up and walked towards me. He 
grabbed my hair and started yelling at me. | felt tears trickle down my face. He kneed me in the thigh, and left 
a bruise where Jim's love bite was. Once an area to look at and reminisce and now an area reminding me of my 
battered past. He kicked me out and told me to never come back again. | left, my face throbbing where he hit 
me. | got a taxi, and took it to the only place | knew | could go. Jim's hotel room. | payed the driver with 
whatever crumpled notes | had, and walked upstairs to Jim's room. | knocked on the door. No one opened it. | 
sighed and let myself fall to the floor, passing out from the pain and loss of blood. You see, when Adam 
grabbed me and manhandled me, he opened up some of the old cuts | had on my body. My thighs, my 
stomach, my arms. The last thing | saw was a god-like silhouette wearing nothing but a towel at the doorway. 


Brown hair clinging to a wet face. | remember nothing after that. 


| woke up in that familiar bed of Jim's. He wasn't by my side. | wanted to get up and move, but | couldn't. | was 
too tired. So | didn't make any effort to move at all. | just lay there, waiting. | heard a door open, and Jim 
walked in, wearing just his boxers. He sat on the empty spot beside me and brushed my hair off my face, 
revealing a new bruise where Adam had punched me. He sighed. | teared up a little bit, and he wiped my tears 
before they could fall down my face. "You wouldn't want to stain that beautiful face of yours with tears, 
Evie," he said. | looked at him, into his eyes. Those beautiful blue-grey pools that screamed out death and life 


at the same time. He leaned over and kissed my bruise. "And, don't think | didn't notice your cuts from the 
nights before, Evie," | sighed Oh great. The whole talk about how you should love yourself was coming up, 
wasn't it? "| was just afraid to ask about them, | thought it would spark up some old memories or something." 
lm glad you didn't ask." | said through chapped lips and a dehydrated mouth. "But | still care, Evie. Why? Why 
would you defile a body as beautiful as yours? Why would you take a sharp object and hurt yourself with it?" 
"Because... Because | deserved it, Jim. | really deserved it. My own parents wouldn't love me. There must've 
been something wrong with me. | d-deserved it," | started bawling now. He picked me up, like a child, in his 
strong arms and cradled me in his lap. He wiped my face and kissed me. "Oh, Evie. But, | love you. And you don't 
deserve to do this to yourself. I'll make it better for you, | promise, Evie. | promise," he whispered the last 
words. | simply nodded and said, "I. | love you too, Jim," That was the first time l'd ever told anyone | loved 
them. | could never love after being unloved for so long. My father used to cheat on my mother all the time, 
and my mother ended up being sad all the time. The lack of a father figure in my life made me believe that 
boys were only after one thing. And | gave it to them. All the time. | started crying as memories of my father 
hitting my mother in the kitchen came up. Jim knew | was thinking of my past and he said, "Evie, the past is 
gone. You can't undo it. But you can have a better future.. With me. Now, sleep, baby. Sleep. We'll sort 
everything out in the morning.” He kissed me once more, and made me sleep beside him. Holding me, he sang to 
me, like a father should have sang to a child, like | missed during my childhood. | let my selfdrift off to Jim's 
deep voice. That's it. | decided it. I'm in love with this man. 


Queen Of The Highway 


| woke up in the evening, and | felt refreshed. Renewed. Happy. | looked up at Jim. He smiled down at me, and 
said, with a dusky and sleepy voice, "Good evening, Evie." | smiled back at him, "What time is it, Jim?" | asked, 
‘Oh, its 7 pm, you were out for seven hours. | cancelled band practice so | could stay with you and hold you," 
he replied "WAIT WHAT?! JIM. You really shouldn't have!" | exclaimed. "It's alright, Evie. | wasn't even up for 
practice today. Besides, | did get out of bed a few times. To write.. Looking at you inspired me to write a new 
song," | blushed. "Well, what's it called?" | asked, "It's called ‘Queen of the Highway’," he said. "That sounds 
interesting.. Sing it to me?" | asked. And so he did, after taking out a cigarette and lighting it up. His voice, 
husky and beautiful, the scent of whiskey and cigarettes coming out of his mouth. Smoke rising through his 
lips, while he sang to me. When he'd finished, he looked deep into my eyes and said, "Come on tour with me, 
Evie? Be with me forever? Please?" | was shocked "What?" | asked, dumbfounded, "You heard me, Evie. Come 
with me. Be mine. Forever," he smiled. | blushed and simply nodded. "But first. | need to go back to Adam's place 
to pick up some stuff." he looked at me with furrowed eyebrows and deep concern in his eyes. "I'm coming 
with you." he decided after a long pause. "B-but." | stuttered. "No, buts, Evie," he said, "Besides, your butt is 
the only one | like," he added, playfully. "Oh, alright, Jim. Just. Please try not to get recognized. | don't want any 
trouble. Especially if you get hurt." | trailed off. "I'm the Lizard King, Evie. | can handle myself," he said, with a 
wink. | nodded and giggled at his confidence. He was adorable. We drove to the small apartment | used to call 
"home" in Jim's car. We walked up the stairs, hand in hand. When we reached the door, | told him to wait 
outside. "But I'm coming in if | feel like something's wrong, Evie," he said, "Sure," | replied. | feel safe. | hate 
having to be protected. | guess I'll just have to deal with it. Just as long as my past doesn't catch up with me. 
| walked in and smiled at Jim before closing the door. | walked further inside the messy apartment, which had 
clothes lying around everywhere and random objects broken around on the floor. | guess Adam had a fight 
with someone. Oh well. That's his business. | have nothing to do with that man anymore. That disgusting man | 
grabbed my bag, which | had packed a long time back, knowing that I'd run away some day. Just then, the 
bedroom door opened. Adam stumbled outside, clearly drunk. "Evangeline!" he slurred with every syllable in my 
name, "l'm so glad you're back," he said, advancing towards me. "No, Adam l'm not back," | said, holding my 
ground, as | shivered. "Oh, are you sc-scared?" Adam mock shivered. "No. I'm not," | tried to sound brave, but 
failed. He grinned. He hurdled towards me, and pushed me against the front door. | gasped. He crashed his lips 
on mine, mumbling something. | could taste the alcohol in his mouth, but it wasn't sweet, like Jim's, it tasted 
cheap and evil. | pushed him away. "Oh, Evangeline, don't pretend you don't want some, you slut," he said and 
crashed his lips against mine once more. He moved his hands down my sides, clumsily and put his thumbs on 
my hip bones. He circled them and inched his way down my skirt. | pushed him away once more and screamed, 
"ADAM. STOP IT!" | guess Jim heard, because just seconds later, the door smashed open, and an infuriated Jim 
stood at the other side, his fists clenched. Adam looked at him and began, "Jim Morrison.. 'm a big fa--" he 
was cut off by Jim's fist crashing against his jaw. "Yeah, save the introductions, you fucking asshole,” he said 
through clenched teeth. He then looked at me warmly and took my bag. We walked out the door and left Adam 
there, grasping his swelling jaw. He stumbled out the door as we walked down the stairs. "THIS ISN'T OVER YET!" 
he screamed, still slurring, "ILL GET YOU, EVANGELINE. IF ITS THE LAST THING | DO. AND THAT BOYFRIEND OF 
YOURS. HELL LEAVE YOU LIKE YPU DESERVE, YOU SLUT," | felt tears well in my eyes, but | brushed them off. 
| wouldn't let his words affect me. | was better than that. Jim and | exchanged each other's gaze and smiled as 


if to say, "That guy is a mental drunk." 


The Enchantress 


When we reached Jim's hotel room, we crashed onto the bed immediately. What an eventful day. | was lost in 
thought, as usual. Upset, actually. | tried to convince myself not to let Adam's words affect me, but my brain 
always works against me.such is the mind, right? Jim noticed my expression and immediately asked me what 
was wrong. | just waved my hand and said, "Nothing, it's stupid," and then he touched my hand gently and said, 
"Is it what Adam said? Is that what's bothering you? Because you should know better than to listen to that 
low-life bastard. You're so much better than he is, Evie. And you're beautiful. I'll always love you, alright?" | 
nodded "Yes, Jim. | love you too. Just. Please. Promise me. That you won't," | broke down crying before | could 
finish my sentence. Jim pulled me into an embrace and rubbed my back. "Evie, baby, promise you that | won't 
what? Leave you? Hurt you? Hit you? | would never. And you know that too," he said and kissed me. | smiled. 
"There's that beautiful smile," he said, grinning like and idiot. "Jim. | love you. Now lets do some acid and go 
fucking mentall" | exclaimed. Jim was as excited as me. We both put a blot on our tongues and waited for the 
trip to kick in About 20 minutes later, it kicked in It kicked in, alright. Jim's eyes were changing color and he 
kept saying, "I am the Lizard King, Evie! | AM THE LIZARRRRDDD KINNNNNNGI!" the tiny droplets of rain on the 
window seemed to illuminate in the moonlight, and | could change the colour of the sky with my mind. Blue. 
Purple. Magenta Lavender. Dark Pink. Orange. Yellow. Then, RED. BLOOD RED. It was beautiful. That beautiful red. 
The wonderful sight of pouring blood. "Jim." | said and grinned, "Do you want to try something?" | asked. "I'm 
always up for something new and fucked up," he said. "Give me a blade," | said. "What?" "Give me a blade." Jim 
walked into the bathroom and got out his shaving blade. "Now what?" "You're going to cut yourself and drink 
your blood. I'll do the same." "Alright," Jim said "But lets snort some coke first," "Hell yes!" So we did. We were 
tripping already, and then we snorted some coke so we'd trip harder. "Now. Let's do it," Jim said. | brushed the 
blade on my scarred forearm and watched the scarlet flood. | looked at him and then licked the blood off 
myself and grinned. "Your turn, Jim," | said teasingly. He did the same, flinching a little when he cut and then 
drinking his own blood like a wild beast. We cut deep enough to leave scars, but not deep enough to die. That 
night, we made love. No, we didn't "fuck". We made love. Pure, beautiful, bloodthirsty love. Jim made me feel like 
an enchantress as he moaned out my name. Evie, the Enchantress. | quite liked that name. It started off 
heated, and ended just the same. It was a whirlwind of passion A hurricane of pleasure. A natural disaster; so 
beautiful. He started off by kissing me, passionately, and deeply. | kissed him back, but my kisses could never 
match his in depth. He was so intense, and | loved it. His intensity made him unfathomable, yet so wantable. | 
wanted him. | needed him. |. | had him. He put his arms around me and started kissing down my neck, gently 
biting and leaving tiny bruises where his fingers gripped on my waist. His fingers dug into my skin, but it was 
comforting. | felt safe around him. He took his shirt off, and then he took mine off too. He unbuttoned my 
jeans, and | slipped out of them, while he wriggled out of his famous leather pants. | laid down on top of him, 
and he took my bra off gently, and did what had to be done, before he slid his hand down my underwear and 
made me moan. One thing led to another, and his member was in me, and it felt amazing. | know I've had sex a 
lot of times, but this was the best sex I'd ever had. | was on top, and | felt in control. "Ride the snake," he 
whispered into my ear, "The snake is long," | winked at him. He smiled. When we were done, he put his arm 
around me, and held me tight. He looked me in the eyes and said, "I love you, Evie," before kissing me on the 


forehead. "| love you too, Jim," | said, as we dozed off together. 


